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THE PROMISED LAND--LOR

One of the Greatest Struggles of the

War—German H

igh Tide Before

Nancy—A Shell-Torn Field
of 10,000 Dead.

By FRANK H. SIMONDS,
Author of "The Great War.”

week of August, 1914, aj

In the Lhil 1
French arms ¢crossed the frontier of Al-
o lp!"rﬂi"" and ﬂnlpr(‘d the Pfﬂm'iﬂfd

Land, toward which all Frenchmen had

looked in hope and sadness for forty-four
pears, The long-forgotten communiques
;;.' that early period of the war reported
guccess afler success, ur til at Iast it was
ihe victorious French ar-

al

announcod 144
reached Sarrebourg and Mor-

mies had

hange, and were astride the Strassburg-
Metz Rasilroad. And then Rerlin took up
the cry, and France and the world learned

of 8 great German victory and of the de-
fest and rout of the invading army. Even|
Paris conceded that the retreat had begun,
and the “army of liberation” was crowd-

ing back beyond the frontier and far

within French termtory.

Then the curtain of the censorship fell.|
and the world turned to tha westward to
witch the terrible battle for Paris. In the
sgory wnd glory of the Marne the strug-
gle along the Moselle was forgotten; the
Rattle of Nancy, of Lorraine, was fought
snd wo the darkness, and when the
gafety of Parns was assured the world
looked toward the Aisne, and then toward
Planders. So it came about that one of
the greates { the whole war, one
of the mast

hattles o
important of the French vie-
{ories. the success that made the Marne
possible, the rally and stand of the French
armies about Nancy, escaped the fame it
earned. Only in legend, in the romance
of the Kaiger with his cavalry waiting on
the hills to enter the Lorraine capital, did
the battle live.
A Much-Studied Battlefield.

When 1 went to France one of the hopes
I had cherished was that T might be per-
mitted to visit this battlefield, to see the
ground on which & great battle had beer
fought that was still unknown country,
ir for those who have written |
on the w The Lorraine field was the!
field on which France and Germany had
planned for a generation to fight. Had|
the Germans respected the neutrality of |
Belgium, it i= by Nancy, by the gap be-
tweer

the main

France, The Marne was a battlefield
which was reached by chance and fought
aver be hazard, but every foot of the Lor-
mine country had been studied for the
fight lorng vears in advance. Here wai
he natural course, followed the
i General Staff prepared years

Indeed, 1 had treasured over
the Battle of Nancy, con-

"
followe

plans of
In advance
yesrs & plan of

tained in & French book written years ago,
which nright serve ae the basis for a his-
tory of what happened, as it was written
as & prophecy of what was to come.

When the Grest General Staff wa
pleased srant my request to see the
tattlefield of I was advised to
travel by trair town. accompanied
by an off General Staff, and,

Id there meet an of-

fieer of the earrison, who would conduct
me to g » terest and explain
in detail the various phases of the conflict.
Thus it fell out, and I have to thank Com-|

informed that

mandant Ler for the courtesy and con-|
sideration which made this excursion suc-
censfy)
The Old and the New Lines.
In peace time one goes from Paris to
Nancy in five hou and the distance i28
about that from New York to Boston, by
Springfield. In war all is different, and
the time almost bled. Yet there are
compensations. Think of the New York-
Boston trip as br ng you bheyond New
' the exact of battle, of battle
ft t ay, with the guns|
oomisg in the distance and the aeroplanes
and ba full view, Think also of
t:"' EAme e which from Hartford to
Warcester follows the line of a battle not
el two years old, a battle that has left
s traces in ruined villages, in shattered
nouses, On either side of the railroad

ves descend to meet the em-
u ecan mark the advance and

the crosses which fill the
rail-
to the rear of houses in

track the gra

The gardens that touch the

ad and extond

: ttle towns are filled with graves,
tach enclosure has been fought for at the
|} .." of the bayonet, and every garden
“all recalls the Chateau of Hougomont,
#* Waterl, 1

All this was two years ago. but there is
East of Bar-le-Duc the

it by German shell fire now,

day also
maimn ling
}.?n!n For
t’:’.ﬂt‘. German guns sweep the railroad
hy.l [. ommercy, and one has to turn south
h I”! g detour, as if one went to Boston
?iﬂfh?'urg_ travel south through the
Jintry of Jeanne d'Arc and return by
_‘W]- wh forts look out upon the in-
Wed land. Thus one comes to Naney
;F-:if"it}lf. and only by mght, for twenty
'.:Q::' l-f‘,‘-l nd there are Germans and a
man which long ago
::‘ & rhell into the town and removed a
ole city block beside the railroad sta
« It is the eight of this ruin as you
the town which reminds you that

Camp des Romains above St

Canno nol so

the Vosges und the hills of the|
Meuse, that they must have broken into!

jment we came inte the centre of a tiny

vou are nt the front, but there are other
rennnders,

Az we ale our dinner in the calé faring
the beautiful Place Stanisla: we were dis
turbed by a strange and curious drumming
sound. Going out into the square, we saw
an acroplane, or rather its lights, red and
green, like those of a ship. 1t was the
first of several, the night patrol, riging
slowly and steadily, and then sweeping off
in & wide curve toward the enemy's line,
They were the sentries of the air which
were to guard us while we slept, for men
do gentrv-go in the air as well as on the
earth about the capital of Lorraine. Then
the searchlights on the hills began to play.
sweeping the horizon toward that same
mysterious region where beyond the dark.
ress there is war,

Only a Taube.

The next morning [ woke with the sense
of Fourth of July, Bang! Bang! Bang!
Such a barking of cannon crackers 1 had
never heard. Still drowsy, I pushed open
the French windows and looked dowm on
the square. There I beheld a hundred or
more men, women and children, their eyes
fixed on something in the air ahove and
behind the hote!l, Still the incessant bark
ing of guns, with the oceasional boom of
something more impressive. With diffi-
culty 1 grasped the fact. [ was in the
midst of a Taube raid. Somewhere over
head, invisible to me because of the
wall of my hotel, 2 German acroplane was
fiving. and all the anti-gir craft guns were
shooting &t it. Was it carrying bomba?
suld T presently see or feel the destruc
fall

wing the descent of these?

Jut the Taube turned away, the guns
fired less and less frequently, the people in
the streets drifted away, the children to!
hool, the men the women to|
wait. It was just a detail in their lives,|
s familiar as the incoming steamer to/
the commuters an the North River ferry-
bosts. Some portion of war has been the
duy’s history of Nancy for nearly iwo
vears now. The children do not carry gas
masks to school with them as they do at
Pont-a-Mousson, a dozen miles to the north,
but women and children have been killed
by German shells, by bombs, brought by
Zeppelins and by meroplanes. There is al-
ways excitement of sorts in the district of
Naney.

Where German Violence Broke.

After a breakfast broken by the return
lof the aeroplanes we had scen departizp
the night before for the patrol we en-
tered our cars and set out for the fro
for the near-front, for the a fewr
miles behind the present trenches,
Naney was saved but two years ago, Ou

tion

to work,

linps
nes

route lay north along the valley of the
Meurthe, &
ing north and zouth and meeting in & few
miles that of the Moselle coming east. |
was believe that one riding
through the valley of the Susquehanna
with gpring and peace in the air. Toward
the east a wall of hills shut out the view.
This was the shoulder
ronné, the wall against which German vio-
lence burst and broke in September, 1914,

smiling, broad wvalley, march

easy to was

{ the Grand Con-

Presently we came to a long stretch of
road walled in on the river side by brow,
r the sort of thing that 1s
football games fo shut cut the
g public.  But had another
We were within the

[

canva exact

used at
14

non-pay

i=ion
of the Germans, the
heights, behind the forest, which outlined
itself at the skyline; were the
Kaiser's troops and that was the
Bois-le-Prétre, the familiar incident in
many communiques since the war began.
Thanks to the canvas, 1t was |'ir|.'-'&:. sle fi
the French to move troops along this road
inviting shells. Yet it
was impossible to derive any large feelinz
canvas wall, whi=h

and German

wirpose here.
I

acrogs the river, on
there

forest

without German

of security from a
alone interpozed between you
heavy artillery.

“War—Do Not Trespass.”

We passed through several villages, and
eiich was erowded with troops; cavalry.
infantry, all the branches were represen-
ed: it was still early and the soldiers were

t beginning their day's work; war is 8)

completely a business here.  Transport
warons marched along the roads; com-
panies of soldiers filed by Interspersed
with the soldiers were the civilians, the
women and children, for none of the vil-

lagos is evacuated. Not even the occa-
sional boom of a gun far off could give to
this thing the character of real war. It

ve of my soldiering in the

recalled the
militia camp at Framingham in Massach-
It was simply impossible to believe
Fven the faces of tle
There was no such

selits.

that it
soldiers were smiling.
sense of terribleness, of strain and weari-
ness as | later found about Verdun. The
Lorraine front is now inaetive, tranquil; it
has been quiet so long that men have foi-

was real.

sotten all the carnage and horror of the
urlier time.
We turned out of the wvalley and

climbed abruptly up the hillside. In a mo-

row of houses
yy shell

village and looked nto a
whoze roofs had been swept off 1

N
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The dark line shows the position on which the French made their final stand.

fire Here and there a whole house wa
gone;
and the women and children looked out of

the doors. The village was Ste. Genevieve,

4

next door the housze was undizturbed

and we were at the extreme front of the
Frereh in August, and against this hil
burst the flaod of German invasion. Lea

ing the car, we walked out of the village
and at the end of the street a sign warned

the wayfarer not to enter the fields for
which we were bound: “War—do not tre:s-
pas This was the burden of the warn
ing

Onice beyond this sign we came out <ud

denly upon an opet plateau, upen trench
Northward the slope descended to a valle
Ut feet, It and
trenches, and bevond the trenches stond
the posts that carried the barbed wire ¢n
Here and there, amidst the
1 went dowr

our was out seamed by

tanglements.
'rp:::"m--" ﬁu‘rt" Were graves
to the barbed wire entanglements and cox
amined them curiously, They at least were

r .

real. Once thousands men had e

up out of the little woods a quarter of o
mile below; they had come on in that

mous massed attack, they had come on n

the face of machine puns and “seventy-
fives,” They had just reached the wires,
which marked high water. In the woods
below, the Bois-de-Faecq, in the fields by
the river, 4,000 Germans had been buried

Forest of the Advance Guard

Looking the
whole country unfolded.

from trenches, the

Northward the

out
little village of Atton slept under the st
slope of Cote-de-Mousson, a round pinnacle
crowned with an ancient chateau. From
the hill the German artillery had swep
the ground where 1 stnod. Below the hill
to the west was Pont-i-Mousson, the city
i 150 hombardments, which the Germans
took when they came south and lost later
Above it was the Bois-le-Prétre, in which

b |

guns were now hooming occasionally, Far
to the north was another hill, just visible,
and its slope toward us was cut and
seamed, with yellow slashes: those were
the French trenches, then of the second
lh”‘i'l line.: l‘['_\"".r'l there was still another
hill: it was slightly blurred in the haze
miles

but it was net over five

it was oceupied by the Germans. From

the slope above me on a clear day it 1s

|possible to see Metz, so near are French)
lmd German lines to the old frontier.

awav, ani ¢

Straight ncross the river to the west of

wood, with a glorious

Forest of the Advance Guard.

was
name. th
It swept to the south of us.
the Germans had also planted their guns
They had swept the

in that wood

on the day of battle

trenche: where [ stood from three sides.
Plainly it had been a warm corner. But
the Freonch had held on, Their commander

haid received a verbal order to retreat, He

insigted that it should be put in writing,
and this took time. The order came. It
had to be obeved, but he obeyved slowly.
Reluctantiy the men left the trenches they

had held so long., They slipped southward
along the road by which we had just come.
But suddenly their rear guards discovered
So the

the (Germans were also retreating.
French came back, and the line of Ste.
Geneviéve was held, the northern door to
Nancy was not foreed.

Looking down again, it was not difficult
ssault, made
ﬁImFJJ.(' the

to reconstitute that German &
t. The
could grasp it. A road
and along it the Germans had

Wi

at g
2t ni

thing
ran through

the
formed; the slope they had to advance up
was gentle, far more gradual than that of
San Juan., They had been picked troops
selected for a forlorn hope, and they had
come back four times. The next morning
the whole forest had been filled with dead
and dying. Not less than a division—20,-
000 men—had made the terrible venture.
Now there was a strange sense of empti-

valley,

ness in the country; war had cvome and
gone, left its graves, its trenches, its
barbed wire entanglements; but these
were all disappearing already. On this

beautiful spring morning it was impossi-
ble to feel the reality of what had happened
here, what was happening now, In some
measure, five miles or more to the north.
Nature is certainly the greatest of all pac-
ifistg; she will not permit the signs of
war to endure nor the mind to believe that
war it=elf has existed and exists,

The Promised Land.

Genevieve

From Ste. we went to the

Grand Mont d'Amance, the most famous were French, some German; you could fol.|e
point in ull the Lorraine front, the south-| low the line, but there were no trenches; | where

the Grand Couronne, as Ste,

Here, from a

ast corner of

Genevieve 15 the northern

hill some 1,300 fect high, one looks east-' nbove the ground. Thousands of men faced | desolation,

ward into the Promised Land of France—
into German Lorraine. In the carly days

of August the great ['rench invasion, rest-
ing one flank upon this hill, the other upon
the distant Vosges, had stepped over the
frontier. One could trace its route to the
distant hills among which it had found
disaster. In those hills the Germans had
nidden their heavy guns, and the French,
coming under their fire without warning,
unsupported by heavy artillery, which was
lacking to them, had broken. Then the
German invasion had rolled back. You
Jd follow the route. In the foreground
the little Seille River could be discerned;
it marked the old frontier. Across this
had come the defeated troops. They had
swarmed down the low, bare hills; they
had crossed and vanished in the woods just
| at my feet; these woods were the Foresi
of Champenoux. Into this forest the Ger-
mans had followed by the thousands; they
were astride the main road to Naney,
which rolled white and straight at my
feet. But in the woods the French rallied.
For days there was fought in this streteh
of trees one of the most terrible of battles,

As I stood on the Grand Mont I faced
almost due east. In front of me and to the
south extended the fores.. ixactly at
my feet the forest reached up the hill and
there was a little cluster of buildings about
a fountain. All was in ruins, and here,
exactly here, was the high water murk of
the German advance. They had oceupied
the ruins for a few moments and then had
been driven out, Elsewhere they had never
emerged from the woods; they had ap-
proached the western shore, but the
t'rench had met them with machine guns
and “seventy-fives,” The brown wouds at
my feet were nothing but a vest cemetery;

thousands of French and German soldiers
L ]

slept there,

In their turn the Germans had gune
back. Now, in the same woods, a French
battery was shelling the Germans on the
other side of the Seille. Under the glass
I studied the little villages unfolding as
on a map; they were all destroyed, but it
was impossible to recognize this Some

behind them French shells were bursting
occasionally and black smoke rose just

each other less than four miles from where

4 stood, hut all that there was to be de-

RAINES FORGOTTEN BATTLE

)

Where the Kaiser

Waited for a Tri-

umphal Entrance—And the
French Wait for Metz and
Strassburg.

Copyright 1916—The Tribune Ass'n.

lected wera the shell-bursts; otherwise one
saw a pleasant country, rolling hills, moat.
ly without woods, bare in the spring, which
had not yet come to turn them green. In
the foreground ran that arbitrary line
Bismarck had drawn between Frenchmen
forty-six vears before—the frontier—but
of natural separation there was none. He
had eut off a part of France, that was all,
and one looked upon what had heen and
was still a bleeding wound.

The Kaiser Waited.

| asked the French commandant about
the various deseriptions made by those
who have written about the war. They
have described the German attack &3
mounting the slope of the Grand Mont,
where we stond. He took me to the edge
and pointed down. It wasz a cliff almost
as steep as the Palisades. “(“est une
blague,” he smiled. “Just a story.” The
Germans had not charged here, but in the

forest below. where the Naney road
passes through and enters the valley of
the Amezeule. They had not tried to

carry but to turn the Grand Mont. More
than 200,000 men had fought for days in
the valley below. [ asked him about the
legend of the Kaiser, sitting on a hill,
waiting in white uniform with his famous
escort, waiting until the road was clear
for his triumphal entrance into the capi-
tal nf Lorraine. He laughed. 1 might
choose my hill; if the Emperor had done
\this thing the hill was “over there,” but
had he? They are hard on legends at the
| frant. and the tales that delight Paris die
lt‘liﬂi_\' on the frontiers of war.

| But since I had asked so much about the
i:'urhting my commandant promised to take
lye in the afterncon to the point where
:'I!e struggle had been fiercest, still fur-
ther to the south, where all the hills breax
down and there is a natural gateway from
Germany into France, the beginning of
ths famous Charmes Gap, through which

[ran, and still runs, Leaving Nancy be-
'hind us, and ascending the Meurthe vil-
ley on the eastern Lank, turning out of 1t
lhefun’ St. Nicolas du Port, we came
presently to the most completely war-
|~'wrpt fields that I have evgr seen. Un a
|perfectly level plain the little town !
|Haraucourt stands in sombre ruins. Its
|houses are nothing but ashes and rubble.
Go out of the village toward the east, and
{vou enter fields pockmarked by shell fire.
IFor several miles vou can walk from shell
hole to shell hole. The whole country is &
patchwork of these shell holes. At every
fow rods a new line of old trenche
proaches the and wanders
|again. Barbed wire entanglements run up
and down the gently sloping hillsides

wp-

road away

A Field of 10,000 Dead

Presently we came out upon a perfeetly
field. 1t was simply torn by shell
fire.  Old half-filled trenches wandered
aimlessly about, and beyond, under a gen-
tle slope, the little village of Courbessaux
stood in The commandant called
[my attention to a bit of woods in front,

level

ruins.

“The Germans had their machine guns
there,” said he. “We didn't know it, and
a French brigade charged across this field.
It started at 8:15, and at 8.30 it had lost
{more than 3.000 out of 6,000, Then the
|Germans came out of the woods in their
t Harau-
court. caught them, and they lost 3,500
men in a quarter of an hour.” Along the
lroadside were innumerable graves, We

looked at one. It was marked: “Here 179

[turn, and our artillery. back a

| French.” Twenty feet distant was an-
lother: it was marked: “Here 196 Ger-
mans.” In the field where we stood | was

told gome 10,000 men are buried. They
were buried hurriedly. and even now when
lit raine arms and legs ave ex posed.

Twao vears had passed, almost two years,
The
Germans had iaken it ap
:pr-:»m'hr-.{ Haraucourt, but had not passed
This was the centre and the most vital
the Lorraine battle. What Foch's
had done about La Fere Champe-
noise those of Castelnau had done here.
The German wave had been breken, hut
at what cost! And now, after so many
months, the desolation of war remained.
But yet it was not to endure. Beside these
{very graves an old peasant was plough-
ing, guiding hiz plough and his horses
carefully among the tombs. miles
away more trenches faced each other and

\gince this field had been fougnt
They had
it
point in

Lroons

Four

the battle went on audibly, but benind this
line, in this very field where so many had
died, life was beginning.

| The Most Wrecked Town of France.
Later we drove south, passing within
the lines the Germans had held in their
great advance; we travelled through Lune-
|ville, which they had taken and left un-
harmed, save as shell fire had wrecked an
astern suburb. We wvisited
an excess of rage the Germans
town.

Gerbeviller,
in
had burned every structure In the
I have never seen such a headquarters of
Everything that had a shape,
that had a semblance of beauty or of use,
lies in eomplete ruin—detached houses, i

|

chateau, the blocks in the village. all in
ashes, Save for Sermaize, Gerbeéviller is
the most completely wrecked town in
France,

You enter the village over a little bridga
across the tiny Mortagne Here some
French soldiers made a stand and held off
the German advance for some hours.
There was no other battle at Gerbéviller,
but for this defence the town died. Never
was death so complete. Incendiary mate-
rial was placed in every house, and all that
thoroughness could do to make the de-
struction complete was done. Gerbeé-
viller is dead; a few women and children
live amidst its ashes; there i a wooden
barrack by the bridge, with a postoffice
and the inevitable posteards, but only on
postcards, picture postcards, dees the town
live. Tt will be a place of pilgrimage when
peace comes.

From Gerbéviller we went by Bayom to
the Plateau of Saffais, the ridge between
the Meurthe and the Moselle where the
defeated army of Castelnau made its last
and successful stand. The French line
came south from Ste, Genevieve, where wa
had been in the morning, through the
Grand Mont, across the plain by Haran-
court and Courbessaux, then crossed the
Meurthe by Dombasle and stood on the
heights from Rossiéres south. Having
taken Luneville, the Germans attempted
to crosa the Meurthe coming out of the
Forest of Vitrimont.

A Routed Army Finds [tself.
Standing on the Plateau of Saffais and

zi'm‘mz cast, the whole country unfolded
again, as it did at the Grand Mont,

The
face of the plateau is seamed with trenches.
They follow the slopes, and the village of
Saffais stands out like a promontory, On
this ridge the French had massed three
hundred cannon. Their army had come
back in ruins, and to steady it they had
heen compelled to draw troops from Al
sace, Miilhausen was sacrificed to save

the German road to Paris from the east!Nancy. Behind these crests on which we

stood a beaten army, almos: routed, had
in three days found itself and returned to
the charge.

In the shadow dusk I looked
acrozs the Meurthe into the hrown nmass of
the Forest of Vitrimont. Through this
had come the victorious Germans. They
had debouched from the wood: they had
approached the river, hidden under the
slope, but, swept by the hell of this artil-
lery storm, they had broken. But few had
lived to pass the river; none had mounted
the slopes. There were almost no graves
along these trenches. Afterward the Ger-
mans had in turn yielded to pressure from
the south and gone back, Before the Bat-
tle of the Marne began the German wave
of invasion had been stopped here in the
last day= of August. A second terrifie
drive, coincident with the Marne, had like-
wise failed.” Then the Germans had gone

of the

back to the frontier. The old boundary
line of Bismarck is now in many instances

an actual line of fire, and nowhere on thy
front are the Germans more than three or
four miles within French territory,

If you should look at the map of the
whole imaginary Battle of Nancy drawn
by Colonel Boucher to illustrate his book,
published before 1910, & hook deseribing
the problem of the defence of the eastern
frontier, you will find the lines on which
the French stood at Saffais indicated ex-
actly, Colone! Boucher had not dreamed
this b but for & generation the French
General Staff had planned it., Here they
had expected to meet the German thrust,
When the Germans decided to go by Bel-
gium they had in turn taken the-offensive,
but, having failed, they had fought their
long }l].lﬂl"lh.j battle.

A City Waiting.
all the region of war, of war
to-day and war yesterday, one goes baeck
to Nancy, to its its crowds
of people returning from their day's work,
War is less than fifteen miles away, but

Out ol

busy streets,

Nancy 15 s calm as London is nervous,
Its bakers still make macaroons; even
Taube raids do not excuse the children

from punctual attendance at school, Naney
is calm with the calmness of all France,
but with just a touch of zomething more
than forty-six years of
living by an open frontier brings, Twenty-
one months ago 1t was the gage of battle,
and half a million men fought for it; &
new Gernman drive may approach it at any
time. Out toward the old frontier there
is still a German gun, hidden in the For-
est of Bézange, which has turned one
block to ashes and may fire again at any
hour. Zeppelins have come and gone, leav-
ing dead women and children behind them,
but Nancy goes on with to-day.

And to-morrow? In the hearts of all
the people of this beautiful city there is a
single and a simple faith. Nancy turns
her face toward the ancient frontier; she
looks hopefully out upan the shell swept
Grand Couronne and beyond to the Prom-
ised Land. And the pe‘ip]r 1 {1
if vou usk them about war and about

“Prace
our
Metz and

waited 4 leng Ume,

®

calmness, which

ray you,
peace, as one of them satd to me

will come, but not until we have an-

cient frontier, not until we have
Strassburg. Wi
i3 it not so?”

have



